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SELINA, late Counteſs of HUNTINGDON, who 


That every one may know 
T::c luis which we do now ſuſtain, - 
Which fills our hearts with woe ; 
For pions Hantingd?n's no more, 
He bleſſed ful is flown 
To realms of blits, and happineſs, 
: Arogae her Maker' « throne. 


No aul pride vat in 4 05 heart, 
Altho' a Cou teſs great, 

| Bur en the por and needy ſhe 

geſtow'd her. whole 2 ; 

1 tiey were naked ſhe them 3 

If huogty ſhe ibem fed, 

To all around ber bounteowr band 

Did various ble Ry ſhed... 


View the ſad widow, ſull of 3 
Weeping her long loſt mate, 

Behold her tears are diyel up 

At Huntingdon's bleſt gate; 

- She finds her 'wants are there relievd, 
Her tears are whip' d away, 
But now, alas! again they flow, 

The tribute for to dos 


View ns poor orphan naked and, 
Near loſt for want ef care, 


Till Seiins's moſt bounte@us hand 


Reliev'd their ſad deſ 


pair ; 


3 them, and tought them — to 


alſe, 
and to obcy 


theic God; 1 Var ho ie 


8 | Who, but for her, in finfal * 


5 e rod, : 
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$25 Bui pity their hard fate: 


Hl e crowds will wiſh their lives bs 


departed this Life, at her Houſe in the Spa F ields, on 
F riday laſt, aged Eighty-SSven. | | 


OLL now the bell, with awful pote, | 


» Reflores him to the world gin, 

| Sets him from bondage fie, 

| And ſcnds him to his wile and h-me, 
Io baniſh miſcry. 


— 


a | 


Bat now, alas! for ever gone, 
. No more to cheer our woe, 
Bleſt ſhace | to endleſs realms of bli's, 
From us thou now muſt go; 
Soa nd, ſound your trumpets, angel all, 
And welcome this bleſt ſoul, 
Amongſt the juſt and r ghteous you 
ler name muſt (we enroll. 


View bat the chapels ſhe has rain'd, 
* * VUats her Maker's pratle, 
Where mavy a' wretched ſinful ſoul 
Has turg'd from wicked ways; 
And n w are treading in that _ 
Which ſhe ſo long has trod, - 
Serving their S. v our Jelus Chriſt, 
Obeying of their Gad. 


Did you ye rich and thoughileſs Great, 8 
T biok on a future ſtate, 


-he poor you weuld not Tecff and ſcorn, 


For what's given to the Pons 
Is lent unto the Lord, 
Search but the feripture, and you'll find 
8⁰ 180 that OP word. 


5 Barewel ble 3 for tha earth 


To 24 again in ſp'endid form, 
'Moſt & gloriens to behold ; _ 

W hen the archange!'s trump hall ound, 
And ſouls to bodies,jein, © 
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Thy body now muſt hold, oz 
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